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Welcome to the Crue 


Author's Notes: 

Theatre of Pain Era(I985-ish)Mick Mars doesn't really get any love on here, so | decided to change that! | am 
hoping to keep this one going on here for awhile, so | am welcoming suggestions as to what happens next! | 
usually add in (reasonable) reader suggestions into my stories, so fire away! 

As always, | do not own any part of Motley Crue, its music, its members, or any other part of the band. | also 


do not own any other musician who happens to make their way into my fics. 


"Right this way, Miss Watts.", an authoritative looking woman in a "STAFF" tshirt and a constantly buzzing 


walkie talkie said to me. 


My tiny legs barely kept up the pace with the woman, known only as "Patty". My work bag bounced against my 
leg as | walked. One hand tried desperately to pull up the neckline on my shirt to cover my cleavage. Where | 
was headed, | knew anything showing would be an immediate topic of intrigue, and | didn't want that. It was my 
first day on the job as a makeup artist for Motley Crue, and | didn't want to my reputation to be "tits girl" 
right off the bat. A few more futile tugs, and | decided fuck it, they are going to notice them anyway. Anyone 


who stared too long could get a face full of knuckles, or at least a prize winning dirty look 


Another woman, less frightening in appearance, took my hand as we made our way to the dressing rooms 


backstage. 
"Were you told anything, about the circumstances of your job here with the Crue?", she asked me. 


"| wasn't told much, just that | had been coveted for the job because | had worked with people who had 
disabilities before.", | replied. 


In fact, | had just completed a job where | had to work with an actress who was caught in a neck brace. She 
had gotten into a car accident a week before filming, and the director was too impatient to wait for her to 
heal to shoot the movie. That movie was actually a lot of fun to work on because it was a vampire movie, so 
the woman | worked with had to go from everyday makeup for half the scenes to morbid vampire makeup for 
the other half. | made sure she was in minimal pain, and the shoot turned out amazing! | was so proud of 
myself, that when the call came to work on a rock music tour for several months, | just had to say yes! The 
fact that the band | was hired for happened to be Motley Crue, one of my all time favorites, was the icing on 
the cake. 


"Yes, that's true. Did she tell you anything else, like about the kind of disabilities you would be facing on set 


this tour?", the woman asked. 

"No not at all", | admitted. 

The woman rolled her eyes. 

"This is what happens when you leave important phone calls up to the interns", she huffed. 

She pulled me aside just before we got into the dressing room, and got close enough to whisper in my ear. 
"The client you will be working with has a joint disease. This means that he is completely unable to move his 
neck and back. He is in pain all the time. If you move him, even by accident, it will give him severe pain. Do you 
understand? We've already fired several makeup artists because they weren't up to this task Most days the 


client does his own makeup for this reason. But this takes time, time that he does not have. Are you up to the 
task?", she asked. 


| nodded, thinking, Someone from Motley Crue has a joint disease? Focus, Sophie. | need to focus. This would be 
a challenge for sure, but nothing | couldn't handle. 


"Good. Then without further ado, I'd like you to meet the members of the greatest rock band on Earth", she 


said. 


She drew back a curtain and led me into a room with four of my all time heroes sitting on couches. They had 


a show to perform, but there were already almost empty bottles of Jack Daniel's, plenty of cigarette butts, 


and even a spoon stained with burned chemicals on a coffee table in front of them. When they saw a staff 
member walk me into the room and take my makeup bag, they all stood up and prepared for an awkward meet 


and greet. | knew | wasn't much more than a fan to them, but a part of me still felt special for getting this 
opportunity. 


"Who do we have here, Roxy?", one of them asked my guide. 

"Crue, this here is Sophie Watts. She will be assisting with makeup during this tour", Roxy replied. 

Immediately | was wrapped in a bear hug by one of the four men 

"Hey, Sophie! Welcome to the Crue! I'm Tommy", he said. 

"Hey Tommy. Um, | can't breathe", | said awkwardly. 

"Shit, I'm sorry", he said, pulling back. 

| found out who consumed that bottle of Jack when | released the hug, holy ethanol smell 

"Don't hog her all to yourself, Tom. Let me hug her for Christ's sakes.", a lower voice behind Tommy insisted. 
"Hey sweetheart, l'm Nikki. Welcome to the Crue", another big, ethanol smelling hug said. 

‘It's nice to meet you.", | said 

"You too.", he said before sitting down 

Another member stood up then, a blonde haired guy who made no attempts to hide that he was drooling over 
me. He offered out a gloved hand, which | reluctantly shook. He was less drunk than the others, but somehow | 


still felt less comfortable around him. 


"The name's Vince, and it's so nice to meet you. Its about time that we bring on a member with 


some..talents.", he winked. 
"Uh. thanks.", | mumbled. 
"Relax, Sophie. He's just concerned that you have bigger tits than him", Tommy yelled across the room. 


"| WILL KICK YOUR ASS RIGHT NOW SO HARD YOU WON'T BE ABLE TO SHIT FOR A WEEK", Vince lashed out as | 
trembled. 


"Jesus, Vince. You are scaring the new girl", Nikki said. 


"Is okay.", | mumbled. 


"No its not. I'm fucking sick of Vince scaring everyone off. Take a valium Vince. Or else none of us will ever get 


laid", Nikki shouted towards Vince. 

This led to a powerful, intimidating wrestling match between Nikki and Tommy versus Vince. Vince was led by 
rage and almost won the match. But in all of a few seconds, Nikki got a hold of Vince's arm's and pinned him to 
the ground. Tommy sat on Vince's back until it was clear the angry man could not breathe. Then the two other 
men high fived and climbed off of him. 

"Now chill the fuck out for a while, we got a show tonight", Tommy said before he climbed off Vince's ribcage. 
Vince grumbled and stormed off. Tommy and Nikki were engaged in some kind of post victory song and dance. 
Still sitting on the couch was a man looking on at his obnoxious friends and rolling his eyes. Immediately | knew 
which one of the group had the joint disease. The man looked like he could barely move. | sat down across from 
the man on the coffee table, so he wouldn't have to turn his neck. Then | offered out my hand, and the man 
shook it. 

"My name is Sophie.", | said. 

"So I've heard. My name is Mick", a surprisingly gruff voice replied 

"Are they always like this?", | asked with a laugh. 

"ALWAYS. They are idiots.", Mick replied. 

"Sounds like my friends back home.", | laughed. 

"That's why | prefer to be by myself", Mick grumbled. 


"Me too", | agreed. 


Over in the other side of the room, a brief moment of lucidity seemed to hit Nikki just then as someone finally 
asked why | was there. 


"Wait a minute. Did you say that our new friend here was a makeup artist, Roxy? Don't we already have one?", 


he questioned. 
"Yeah, Roxy. Where the fuck did Sheena go?", Tommy yelled. 
Roxy rolled her eyes in a gesture that suggested she'd been through too many nights with these crazy guys. 


"Sheena hasn't gone anywhere. Sophie is here for a specific reason. She is here to help Mick with his makeup, 


since he has been having a hard time with his neck recently. Speaking of just that, we are on in less than an 


hour. Sophie, | will show you to Mick's dressing room. Time for makeup, Mick", Roxy announced. 
"Oooohhh, Sophie's going to make Mick look SO pretty", Tommy teased. 


"Yeah, | bet Sophie's going to help Mick with a lot more than his makeup. | want some "help" with my makeup 
too.", Nikki said. 


| began to walk out of the room, glad to be free of those slightly terrifying guys. Mick grumbled as Roxy 
helped him to a stand. Then he brushed by me, and | followed him. Of course we couldn't disappear entirely 
without a final taunt from Nikki and Tommy. 


"Next room over when you're done with Mick, sweetheart", Tommy yelled. 
"Same here, but make sure to give Mick a good time Sophie. He hasn't been laid in a long time.", Nikki shouted. 


| almost detected a hint of caring by the way Nikki said "give Mick a good time". Almost. Maybe there was a 


human in there after all.. 


By the time | made my way into Mick's dressing room, Roxy had my bag on the table and Mick sitting in his 
adapted chair. Mick looked less than impressed, | think he assumed | was going to treat him like a charity case. 


| sat down in the chair next to him, my makeup artist instincts already surveying what needed to be done to 


Mick's face. 


"Okay, Sophie. | have a photograph here of what needs to be done to Mick's face. If you have any questions, 


please let me know. | will be in the video/audio room backstage for last minute preparations", Roxy said 
"Okay, thank you Roxy!", | said 

"Good luck", she replied 

After Roxy left the room, Mick finally got the nerve to speak up. 


"So you are going to treat me like some charity case, huh? Some cripple? | can tell you what you should do 


with your charity. You can shove it up your ass.", Mick grumbled, more upset than | thought. 


"Wow. Someone's feeling a little vain. I'll tell you what, Mick | am here because | am paid to be here. | was 
requested because | have enormous skills in doing makeup with people who have disabilities and chronic pain. | 
may not give you a BLOW JOB like your friends think. But | will make you feel like a normal person, not some 
FUCKING HERMIT who reacts so poorly to someone who is trying to be kind to them. Got it?", | yelled, also 


angry. 


Mick grumbled, not willing to let it go. 


"How the hell would you know how to treat someone in chronic pain? Like you could POSSIBLY know what that's 
like", he said. 


At that point, in a fit of rage, | pulled up my right pant leg high, revealing a prosthetic leg that went all the 
way up to my upper thigh. 


"MAYBE THIS COULD BE THE REASON, ASSHOLE! You aren't the only one with a disability. Oh poor baby, your 
neck hurts. | had my leg crushed by a car when | was a teen Two tons of steel and rubber on my shin. You 
aren't NEARLY hardcore enough to handle that, you little prick!", | continued to yell. 

Mick looked at my leg, and looked at me with widened eyes. He was also trembling a little. No one expects to 
blow up at people because | am tiny. But | was cursed with my daddy's temper. Oh well, | guess | should 
apologize, considering how he hasn't said anything back in a couple of seconds. 


‘I'm sorry. | just get a little defensive when people don't take me seriously.", | muttered. 


"Welcome to the club. Try moving around like an old man around the maniacs you just met outside.", Mick 


replied 
He actually smiled at me just then, and held out his hand. 


"How about we call a truce. I'm weird, you're weird. l'm frustrated with everything, and so are you. Maybe we 


can come to some sort of understanding between the two of us.", Mick said 

"That understanding better happen soon. You are supposed to be onstage in less than a half hour", | replied. 
"Shit you are right. Um. friends?", he asked. 

"Sure, let's be friends", | said. 

There was an awkward pause between us. 


"Well, usually | start every client off with a good face wash. But first, | am going to get you set up so your 


neck doesn't move while | work. Ok?" 


Mick nodded. In my bag, | had a neck stabilizing towel left over from when | worked on the vampire actress 
with the brace. It was to my good fortune that | hadn't thrown it away yet. | took out the pillow and held it in 
one hand. With the other, | placed a gentle hand on Mick's shoulder. 


"Okay, this is going to make your neck feel better while | work. But | need you to lean forward a little so | can 
place it. Are you ready? One, two", | said. 


Before | could say "three", Mick leaned forward a little. | kept a sturdy hand on his shoulder, and swiftly moved 
the pillow behind his neck. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Mick make a face, like he was in pain. Considering 
how little he moved, | felt bad for him for already being in pain. | really felt bad earlier for the remarks | said 
about him not knowing pain like | did. My prosthetic leg barely hurts me at all anymore. | turned my attitude 
way down as | helped Mick get comfortable in the neck pillow. 


"How's that feel? Is the pillow hurting you at all?", | asked with genuine concern 


Mick shook his head, though | could tell he was lying. | felt bad, but | didn't have much choice about whether 


to continue. The show would be on very Soon 


"First, | am going to scrub your face a litle. I'm sorry, but you are going to have to smell like lavender for 
the show tonight. My last client was an actress, and she was a bit of a diva about what she smelled like.’, | 
said. 


Mick chuckled a little at that one. 
"I will just tell the boys that | had a sweet smelling groupie before the show.', he replied. 
"That would probably work. Now brace yourself a little. This tends to be a tad on the cold side.", | warned. 


| took a bottle of facial scrub out of my bag, and soft cloth to scrub with. | dabbed the liquid on to the cloth. 
Then | held Mick's chin as steady as | could. With a very cautious hand, | began cleaning Mick's face. He cringed 
a little at the cold and his pain. But after a few seconds, he began to relax. | worked as quick as | could without 
harming him. | rubbed his forehead, cheeks, and chin until | felt confident that | had a clean canvas to work 
with. By the end of the scrubbing, Mick had his eyes closed They fluttered open, disappointed, when | pulled 
away the cloth. 


"Ah, don't stop. That felt kind of nice", he said 


"Not too bad for an act of charity, huh?", | teased, "ld scrub more, but according to the picture, | have a lot 


of work to do in very litle time." 

| tossed the cloth aside, and reached into my bag once more. | pulled out a tube of white primer, grey and 
black creams, and even a little red. It seemed as though Mick had a vaguely KISS-inspired makeup palette. | took 
out a whole bunch of makeup pads, thoroughly drenching one of them with white makeup. 


"Okay, this stuff is REALLY cold. Plus it is a little fumy. But it's professional grade. You will look really cool 


when | am done", | said. 
"Well, as long as | look "really cool", that's all that matters.", Mick teased. 


"Careful with your teasing. | can always make you look like a pretty princess with the same colors", | snapped. 


Mick looked surprised, then turned silent. | took the makeup filled pad and began brushing it across his face. | 
worked swiftly, but made sure each corner of his face was covered just right. Mick winced occasionally from 
the cold, but otherwise didn't seem to mind it too much. 

"So have you always wanted to dress up rockstars?", he said. 

"Yes, but before that | wanted to be a queen", | joked 

Mick laughed until it hurt him a little. | felt bad, but it served him right for teasing me so much. | finished 
with the white and grabbed the black and grey, blending them on a small palette before working on his face 


once more. 


"How did you get into that accident?", he asked suddenly. 
| was NOT ready to answer that question just yet. 


"| would like to keep that private for now. Please keep steady, or your monster look will turn into raccoon 


eyes", | deflected. 

Mick looked like he wanted to ask more, but he kept to himself. | filled in the shadows of his face with grey 
and black, until he actually did look a little bit scary. Finally, | uncapped a tube that looked quite a bit like 
lipstick. Mick looked at me like | was crazy. 

"im NOT wearing lipstick", he said. 

"You are a part of the Sunset Strip Glam Club and you are scared of a little lipstick?", | teased. 


Mick didn't say a word. 


"Relax, Mick. It LOOKS like lipstick. But it's really a cream that looks like blood when it's on. The design is so that 


| have better control, and you won't look like Vince just punched several teeth out of you.", | explained. 
Mentioning Vince's temper made Mick laugh for a moment, then frown. 


"If he doesn't cool his jets, he will kill someone. | myself won't let him drive me anywhere. Because of my neck, 


| won't even go near him when he is angry. | don't have the ability to fight back", he said sadly. 
| gave him a small pat on the shoulder. 


"Nothing is solved by violence anyway. How many times do you see Vince come to a show with scars and 
bruises?", | asked. 


"All the time. HIS makeup artist pretty much only uses concealer", he said. 


"What do you know about concealer, Mr. Afraid Of Lipstick?", | teased. 

"'ve had girlfriends.", he muttered. 

"MR. MARS! FIVE MINUTES UNTIL SHOW TIME", scary Patty announced from behind the door. 

"COMING!", he called back. 

"Here. Let me help you up", | said. 

In a panic, | stood a little too quickly, and wobbled a little on my prosthetic leg. Mick looked unconvinced that | 
could help, but he was running out of time. | placed a hand behind his shoulder and grabbed his hand. He bent 
his knees a little, and helped me help him to a stand. His whole body jarred, and he looked quite shocked from 
the pain for a moment. | thought that all at once, | ruined my job, our friendship, and his ability to perform 
that night all at once. 

"Shit, I'm sorry. Are you okay?", | asked. 

Mick blinked a couple of times, and muttered "yes" underneath his breath. 


"Would you like me to walk you to backstage?", | asked. 


"No thanks. It was nice to meet you, Sophie. | am glad you are coming on the tour. That was the best I've felt 


for any makeup session ever", he said. 

It was my truest honor, Mr. Mars. | am glad to be here.", | said. 

Mick nodded, then walked away. | heard a loudspeaker announcing to the audience that "DRUMMER TOMMY 
LEE" had made his way to the stage and was blown away by the floor shaking screams that followed. | knew 
Mick's name was next. But | had to tell him one last thing before he went on stage. 

"MICK!", | called out. 


He used his whole body to turn around, and looked at me with a "HAVE TO GO" kind of expression on his face. 


"You are a good friend. Vince will remember you more than the friends who fought back when he looks back on 


his life. The fact that you cared is going to mean the world to him, one day." 
Mick held his palms together and took a small bow. 


"Thank you.", he said. 


Then he turned around and hurried to the stage. As | went to find my spot to watch the show for the night, | 
thought about all the craziness that happened to me in less than an hour. | met my heroes, got flirted with, 
confessed to a stranger about my leg, and made a new friend. All that wasn't bad for the first night of a job, | 
decided. 


Princess and the Rock Star 


Author's Notes: 

I'm sorry | haven't updated this in a while. I'm super glad this fic has been receiving some positive feedback 
already. Thank you, it means a lot! If there is something you would like to see happen with Mick and Sophie, let 
me know! | am very open to suggestion! 

As always, | do not own any part of Motley Crue, its music, its members, or any other part of the band. | also 


do not own any other musician who happens to make their way into my fics. 


A week after my first meeting with Motley Crue, | arrived to a concert venue a little early. | had some new 
towels | had picked up at a medical supply store, | thought they might help me stabilize Mick's neck a little 
better. | had done Mick's makeup for a few more shows before today. He is warming up to the idea of me 
helping him with his makeup, but he's been telling me that my towels haven't been working in keeping his neck 
still. So | thought | would surprise him with some newer, sturdier ones. | also bought a face scrub that smells 


more like a dude than lavender does, so | imagined he would appreciate that as well. 


As | made my way to Mick's dressing room, | heard a mumbling sound coming from one of the adjacent rooms. 
| didn't think anything of it, there was always noise coming from the Crue, no matter what time of the day it 
was. But as | walked closer and closer to the noise, | began to panic a little. The noise wasn't just mumbling, it 
was crying. In fact, as | was almost to Mick's room, | noticed that the noise was loud sobbing. | knew | should 
let a person who is clearly miserable be left alone. But | was genuinely curious, and quite a bit concerned. The 
party animals I've come to know as the Crue did not cry that often, if at all. | felt there must be something 
truly wrong, so | ignored my sense to leave it alone, and walk toward the room where the noise was coming 


from. 


As | glanced in the room where the noise was coming from, my body froze in shock. Sitting in a corner of the 
room, was no other than Nikki Sixx. Around one of his arms, Nikki had tied a rubber glove. In the other, a 
loaded syringe was poised to be injected into his vein | had seen people using heroin before, but it was never 
like this. Nikki was kicking and sobbing, mumbling "oh GOD" under his breath. His hand was shaking so bad, that 
the first time he tried to inject himself, he missed. Blood leaked slowly down his arm, making him cry harder. 
"FUCK", he screamed. He used his shirt to mop up the blood, before aiming again. Plunging the needle into his 
arm, he moaned and sobbed. He pressed down the plunger and mumbled "make it go away, make it go away, go 


away,” He shook for a few moments, then collapsed in a drugged stupor, moaning "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry" to 


nothing but the walls. 
A hand on my shoulder almost made me scream and blow my cover. 
"You don't need to see this.", a familiar, gruff voice said, "Let's give him his privacy." 


All| could do was nod as Mick pulled me by the hand to his own room. 


"He's bleeding", | whispered, "We should help him." 


"No doctor is going to help a heroin addict. Not to mention that the last person who sent him to the doctor 
nearly lost a couple of teeth", Mick said. 


"But he looks so SICK", | insisted, tearing up, "He looks as though he might be dying," 
"You've never seen someone use heroin, have you", Mick asked. 
"My ex used to use occasionally, but I've never seen anyone in full blown addiction before.", | admitted. 


"Well, the thing you need to know is, addiction is far worse when it is used to feed something. With Nikki, he's 
had such a rough life so far, that he uses heroin to feed his urge to not feel anything. The bright side is, it 
works. The dark side is, it only works temporarily. Any time you see him going into a fit like that, just ignore 
him. He is trying to take away the pain. He can only do that if he gets his drugs with no interruptions." 


"But. Don't you care? Don't you care that your friend is feeding himself to death? He wants to die, and you 
are just going to let him", | yelled. 


Mick became really angry when | said that, and | felt bad about it. 


"Listen princess", he grumbled, "You think that you know me, even though you only knew me for a week. Who 
the hell do you think you are? Thinking that | don't care? You think | haven't tried to get Nikki off of smack? 
Its HIS choice, and recovery will be HIS choice. If he wants to die, well that's his FUCKING choice too. Do you 

understand?" 


| nodded, feeling hurt. 


"Look, Sophie."; he said in a softer voice, "I understand that you probably are the type of person who cares to 
a fault. You are the kind of person who buys an actress special smelling soap to make her feel better. There is 
nothing wrong with that. But if you are going to hang out with the Crue, you are going to need to tone that 
down a few notches. All of us have addictions, all of us do things that would make even the toughest men 
grimace. You have to accept that we operate on a level where caring for each other doesn't always mean hand 


holding and psychoanalyzing. Caring here sometimes means living and letting everyone else live. Okay?" 
"It was just so scary. He was crying and bleeding and begging. | didn't know what to do", | said. 


To make matters worse, | began to cry. Mick placed a hand on my back The kind gesture only made things 


worse, and | began to cry harder. 


"I know it's scary. It scares the HELL out of me. But coddling him won't make him better. People have tried 
that, and have gotten hurt in the process.", Mick replied. 


"How am | supposed to look at something like that, and talk to him like everything's okay? | won't be able to 


look at him again without seeing blood drip down his arms and makeup smeared all over his face.", | said. 

"You will have to try. Just remember that Nikki can also be a lot of fun. Tonight he will joke with you, try to 
flirt with you. Just act like you did yesterday, and tease him back. As soon as the both of you are laughing, 
and Tommy and Vince are giving their own input, you will feel better. Trust me.", he reassured. 


| hope you are right. Thanks, Mick", | said. 


"You are welcome. Now can we get to my makeup, please? We are less than an hour until showtime.", Mick 


replied 

"Of course, please sit down. | have a surprise for you.", | said. 

‘It's not a new spinal cord is it? | could really use one." 

Mick was joking, but | saw a bit of hopelessness in his eyes when he said that. 


"Aw, Mick. You know | would give you my spinal cord if | could. But | might have a bit of a difficult time walking 
after that", | replied. 


It was a bad joke, but it still got Mick to smile a little. 


"If you lose your spine, your torso will be only tits. You won't be strong enough to fend off the other guys. 
You will be their ultimate dream girl", Mick said, laughing. 


| couldn't help myself, | began laughing hard. 
"HAI | got a visual! Oh my God! HA!" 
It took me a moment to gather myself enough to get back to the task at hand. 


"Okay, getting back to business now. What | have in this bag will help us both out a lot. Are you ready?", | 
asked. 


"For my new spine, yes. For you to turn into a pile of jello, no", Mick replied with a smirk 
| began laughing out loud once more, though this time | restrained herself enough to continue on my train of 
thought. | pulled out a sturdy, durable piece of fabric from my makeup bag. | held it up for Mick to see, but 


he looked confused about why | surprised him with a rag. 


"What the fuck is that?", he asked. 


"This is a towel | found at the medical supply company. It can go around your neck, without having to painfully 
lean over. It's thin enough to slide underneath your neck, but tough enough to durable enough to keep your 


head immobile while | work", | explained. 
Mick was genuinely touched. 
"Thank you, Sophie. That's very kind of you.", he said. 


"There's more", | said, reaching into my bag, "| also got you some man scented soap. | thought you might have 


had enough of Vince and Tom joking that you smell like pussy with the lavender stuff | used on you." 
"This is honestly quite kind", Mick said, "I'd hug you, but | might break something." 
| laughed, though | immediately felt bad for it. 


‘Its plenty okay that you just tell me that you enjoy it, Mick. Now please sit down. | hear the crowd getting 
antsy out there", | said. 


Mick carefully inched his way into the chair. | was there, by his side, to help him sit. | placed a hand on his 
shoulder, not babying him, but being there for him in case he needed help. It took a while, it always does. But 
I'm always so worried that we will slip and hurt himself, that | remain patient when he takes his time to get 


into the chair. 


As | helped him into the chair this time, | caught myself gazing into Mick's eyes. | noticed something | hadn't 
since | began working with him. | saw a happiness that wasn't there before. But it was more than that. | saw. 
could it be gratitude? Was he grateful to me for what | was doing to help him? | sure hoped so. | felt grateful 
too. | felt grateful to have found a friend in someone | had admired so much. Mick Mars and his incredible 
guitar playing had helped me through a lot while | was in some of the worst times of my life. For that, | was 
forever grateful. Now | had made friends with him. It gave me a happiness | felt deep down in my heart. But of 
course | couldn't tell that to Mick. | didn't want to scare him away. So | kept it to myself. 


Instead of focusing on my feelings about Nikki and for Mick, | focused on the job | needed to do. | remembered 
the demonstration for the painless towel at the medical supply store. With a deep breath and a quick prayer, | 
nudged the towel under one side of Mick's neck. It went through enough to grab it on the other side. | pulled 

gently until the towel was completely around Mick's neck. Success! Then | grabbed supporting braces from her 
bag and placed them gently underneath Mick's chin. | breathed a sigh of relief, Mick looked restrained, but for 


once, he didn't look like he was in pain in the makeup chair. | considered that a proud win. 
"How does it feel?", | asked. 


Mick looked pleasantly surprised, and | couldn't help but grin 


"It actually feels kind of nice, thank you Sophie."; he replied. 

| blushed a little, hoping he didn't notice. Then | immediately got to work on Mick's face. | washed his face with 
a little of the more manly smelling body wash | had bought for him(because "Mountain Rain’ sounds SO manly, 
good griefl). Then | completed the makeup, trying not to rush too much when | heard the announcer calling for 
Motley Crue to take the stage. | carefully removed the braces and towel from Mick's neck, and then | was all 
done. 

"Feeling good, rock star?", | asked. 

Mick actually smiled a little, and | think my heart sang it was so happy. 

Feeling great actually, thanks again", he said. 

| stared at him for an awkward moment, and he stared back. Then, as | was about to break the super awkward 
silence, Vince and Tommy rushed into the room. Their hyper brains barely remembered that Mick had a sore 
back as they raced to grab him for the show. 

"Hey, watch it", Mick growled. 

Tommy backed off, while Vince was laughing his ass off. 


"Shit! That's right! I'm sorry manl", Tommy said. 


‘I'm not! We're on in five minutes dude! Get your fucking ass to the stagel", Vince shouted two feet in front of 


us. 
"Just give me a minute okay? | am coming.", Mick grumbled. 

"With jumbo tits here, l'm sure you ARE cumming", Tommy laughed. 
My face turned bright red, and | wanted to disappear. 


"At least you don't smell like a vagina anymore, Mick. Maybe you will actually turn on a girl if you don't remind 
her of her pussy", Vince shouted. 


"Fuck off, both of you. | can get any pussy | want, just from a wave of my finger. Also, Sophie could kick 


either of your asses, so you better give her some fucking respect", Mick replied. 


| was super flattered by the compliment. But that pleasant feeling was overpowered by the odd jealousy | felt 
when Mick said he could get any pussy he wanted. What the fuck, Sophie! Get a grip! Its not like you are his 


girlfriend, you are his makeup artist for Christ's sakes! Jesus! 


| couldn't get a grip of course. My heart still ached from his comment. | tried to figure out why, as Tommy 
and Vince got bored and headed to the stage. 


"Whatever, dude. I'll respect your girl when you've fucked her. Until then she's fair gamel", Vince shouted. 
How do they not see my traffic signal red face, | do not know. 


"It doesn't matter anyway, we're on in two! Get the fuck to the stage man", Tommy said, halfway out of the 


room. 
"Just give me a damn second! I'll be there", Mick said. 

We were almost alone, when Nikki walked by and stuck his head into the room. 
"Hey, dicklicker, you ready for the show toright?", he asked 

As Mick promised, he appeared almost like his normal self again 

"Be right there, ballsucker.", Mick replied. 

Nikki laughed pretty hard at that one. 


"IIl give you a minute to finish getting that ‘makeup’ done. Thirty seconds should be more than enough time 
for you, right Mick?", he laughed. 


"Oh fuck you, I've seen you finish in ten", Mick snapped. 

"That's because it was with your MOM", Nikki asked. 

Mick made a move like he was going to go after him, and Nikki fled in a hurry. 

"Sorry about those assholes", he mumbled, 

"Nothing | can't handle", | reassured him. "Let me help you up. Your friends are right. It's showtime." 


Mick nodded. | slowly helped him to a stand. He faltered a little bit as his feet touched the ground, and | helped 


him regain his footing. 
"You got this, rock star", | whispered. 


He nodded. | offered my arm to escort him to the stage. He was just about to accept it. Then, Nikki walked 
back into the room, looking a little less confident this time. 


"Uh, hey Mick? What day is this? What city are we in?", he asked. 

He picked at the messy bandage on his arm from when he had missed his vein earlier, and | shuddered. 
"IFs Friday, and we are in Nashville", Mick replied. 

Oh. Okay.", he mumbled. 

He looked at me with an inquisitive look on his face. 

"Who is she?", he asked. 

"This is Sophie. She helps me with my makeup.", Mick asked. 

"Hal | bet", Nikki said. 

What the hell? 

‘It's nice to meet you.", | said, playing along. 

"Nice to meet you too, sweetheart. Maybe after the show you can help me with my makeup", he teased. 
He laughed as though it was the first time he said it. 

"Get to the stage, Nikki. It's time for the show", Mick said, gently. 

Nikki nodded, then looked a little sad. 

"Whatever the stage, man. Whatever stage we walk on its always the same. | look out into the crowd, and 
think, someone in this crowd might die tonight. Or maybe it's me who will die. | don't even fucking know 
anymore. | just get this vibe that someone will die when we perform. | can't shake it. Life is short man. It's so 
fucking short", he rambled. 


Mick looked sad, but practiced, like this was his routine with Nikki. 


"It's going to be even shorter if the fans have a riot", he said. "Get to the fucking stage, Nikki. We will talk 
about everything on the bus tonight, okay?" 


Nikki brushed away tears, and looked at the floor. 
"Yeah, okay. Whatever." he said. 


Nikki finally left us alone. | looked over at Mick He looked very sad. It sucks how moods can flip so easily from 


one moment to the next. 


"I am SO fucking worried about him. He talks about death all the time now, and he isn't afraid of it. He talks 
about it like he's EXPECTING it", Mick said. 


He looked quite upset over the whole thing. | had no idea what to say. There was nothing | COULD say. | was 
worried too. Instead, | surprised Mick by picking up his hand, and squeezing it. 


"You shouldn't worry when he has a friend like you. Nikki will continue to be a junkie. But with you caring about 
him, he won't feel so alone. What he needs is someone to help him not feel alone, okay? He won't fall into a pit 


of despair, into DEATH, when someone like you is there to keep him from falling.” 
Mick nodded, and we heard his name being announced to the stage. 

"Thanks, Sophie", he said. 

"No problem. Go melt some faces, rock star", | said 


He smiled, then let go of my hand. He walked towards the stage, greeting his guitar tech before he disappeared. 
This time, however, he actually looked back at me. He had to turn his whole body to do so, and he couldn't 
really look at me. But | swear he turned just to look at me. He gave me a little smile, and | waved back to him. 
Then he disappeared onstage. | was sad to see him go, but that little smile kept me feeling incredibly happy at 
the same time. | had made a friend, a friend that happened to be my hero. What more could a girl ask for? 


Sophie Plus Mick Equals Like 
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A few days later I'm working again. | was not looking forward to it. Sure, | loved my job, and every time | 
worked with Mick it felt like my heart was sore with happiness. But that day my stump was really fucking 
bothering me. It felt like | was being hit with the car all over again. It hurt so bad | had to request a 
wheelchair so my prosthesis wouldn't rub against the screaming stump. | had no idea how | was supposed to 
work on Mick this way, considering | usually had to help him sit down and then stand perfectly still so | 
wouldn't hurt him while doing his makeup. All that was nearly impossible now. FUCK! 


Like usual, | had to go past Nikki's room to get to Mick's. Today, Nikki was catching up on some much needed 
sleep before he had to hit the stage. | was so relieved. If he was sleeping, he wasn't using. | had continuous 
nightmares of him overdosing since | saw him a few days earlier. It didn't help that | had heard him whimper 
through a few more doses since then. | want so desperately to help him, but so far I've been taking Mick's 
advice and leaving him alone. | wheeled myself into his room as he slept. He had shaken off his blanket in his 
sleep and was shivering. | gently placed the blanket over him. | hesitated as he stirred a little. But soon enough 
his breathing returned to normal, and he was fast asleep once more. | sat there for a moment, watching the 
air flow in and out of his lungs. Then | reached out my hand and placed it on an uncovered portion of his 


shoulder. 
"Sweet dreams, Sixx", | whispered 


His response was a deep exhale hissing out. These days, it was more than enough of a response from him. | let 
go, and smiled a little to myself. Then it was time to go find Mick and figure out how the fuck | was going to 
do his makeup with a bum leg. 


Mick was in his room, but he wasn't alone. A man in blue scrubs was listening to Mick's heart through a 
stethoscope, a concentrated frown on his face. How | managed to find myself in the Crue's most private 
moments is a real puzzle to me. The nurse spent a moment more listening to Mick's heart and lungs. Mick had 
his jacket off and was sitting in only a thin t-shirt. | could see his condition more clearly this way. His torso 
was bone thin and looked stiff as a board. It also looked painful as fuck A sadness filled my heart as | watched 
the nurse complete his exam, watching Mick flinch over the simple action of the nurse placing his stethoscope 
against his stiff back. | wished there was more | could do for him than just his stupid makeup. But | knew 


there wasn't much. 


“Alright, sir. Your vitals sound okay. l'm just going to give you your medicine now, and | will be out of your 


way.", the nurse said 
"That's good. I've got a girl coming to see me soon, and | will need you to scram before then", Mick said. 


He's talking about mell! | fought back the urge to squeal at being mentioned. | think my heart leapt out of my 
chest. Real smooth, Sophie, | scolded 


"Ah! A girl! Tell me more", the nurse insisted. 

YES PLEASE MICK TELL HIM MORE! 

"Her name is Sophie. She came on to be my makeup artist. At first, | hated the very thought of her. | thought 
she was here like the others, taking pity on me and then leaving when it got inconvenient. But this girl.. I've 


known her only a couple of weeks, and already she has gone the extra mile to make sure | am comfortable. She 


doesn't treat me like a cripple, she treats me like a human. | think.. | really like her.", Mick said. 
OH MY FUCKING GOD! 


"If you like her so much, and she's that good to you, why don't you ask her out? See where it goes", the 


nurse suggested. 
PLEASE! 


I'm her client. Plus | am a cripple. The other three guys are all drooling over her because she's beautiful. She 
must have gotten tons of offers for dates by now.", Mick grumbled. 


BUT NONE OF THOSE OFFERS ARE YOU, MICK! LISTEN TO THE DAMN NURSE! ASK ME OUT! 


‘I've seen those other offers, Mick. Maybe she would like someone who doesn't just see her as a piece of ass, 


or a one time fuck", the nurse remarked. 


THAT IS SO TRUE! | AM NOT A PIECE OF ASS! | AM A WOMAN WHOSE HERO THINKS SHE'S BEAUTIFUL! Come 


Mick didn't say anything, just sulked a little. 


"You will never know unless you try. | think Miss Sophie might be giving you special attention because she likes 


you.", the nurse said. 
DING DING DING! HOLY SHIT! SOMEONE SAW THROUGH MY THINLY VEILED ULTERIOR MOTIVES! 


"We will see. Now please hurry. She should be here any moment", Mick said. 


"| will only be a moment, | promise. Please lift your sleeve", the nurse said. 

Mick lifted his sleeve. The doctor unwrapped a syringe. | thanked Christ that | wasn't born squeamish with all 
the needles used by that godforsaken Crue. The nurse swabbed a small spot on Mick's arm. He drew medication 
into a syringe and squeezed the air bubbles out. Then he gripped Mick's arm and sank the needle in. Mick 
blinked but didn't say anything as the medication was plunged into his arm. A cotton ball and gauze was placed 
on the wound. Then the nurse stood up and collected his things. 


‘Same time tomorrow! By then, | better hear that you at least talked to her about how you feel", the nurse 


teased, 

"Sure! | am sure there will be plenty to say about it tomorrow! As if", Mick grumbled. 

"You won't know until you try", the nurse called out as he left. 

The nurse thankfully left the room using another door so | wasn't caught. After | gave it enough moments 
where it wouldn't sound like | was eavesdropping, | gently knocked on the doorjamb. Mick looked at the door and 
greeted me with a slight smile. 

"Sophie! | am so glad you are here", he said. 

AW! IT ALMOST SOUNDED LIKE THERE WASN'T ANY SARCASM THIS TIME! 

Mick looked at me, and | finally realized | was sitting in a wheelchair. 


"What's with the chair?", he asked. 


| tried to play it cool, like | wasn't in a wheelchair, like my hero hadn't just called me beautiful to one of his 
guy friends. 


"What... this old thing?" | started off. 

Mick looked at me in a way that suggested | should try a little harder than that. | guess carting myself around 
in a dilapidated chair that said "PROPERTY OF SAINT MARY'S HOSPITAL" didn't look all that natural. | sighed, and 
began to explain myself a little better. 

"My stump is really fucking killing me today, okay?", | started. 


"Your stump?", Mick asked. 


"Yeah, my stump. Do you remember when | showed you that one of my legs is cut off halfway at the thigh, 


and | wear a prosthesis most of the time?", | attempted to jog his memory. 


"| don't remember that much.", Mick admitted. 


My heart sank to my feet. | guess it was too much to ask that anyone would find me beautiful, stump and all. 


| thought Mick was different. But he probably just thought | was beautiful for my tits, like everyone else. 
"Just forget it", | grumbled. 

| spun myself around. 

"Go get yourself another tits girl, | am in too much pain right now to deal with your poor memory", | said. 

| was just about ready to leave. Fuck this shit, | thought. Maybe being a makeup artist here isn't such a good 
idea after all. I'll take my makeup with me and go. Maybe | will check to see if Sixx is still alive before | go. 
Then | will leave forever, before my losses get too severe. 


"Sophie, wait!", Mick shouted. 


| was surprised. Mick didn't often shout. With a few maneuvers with my hands, | turned to face him once again 


in my chair. 


"WHAT? Afraid to lose the only pair of tits that are paid to stand over you?", | snapped harshly, "You are rich. 


Skanks with tits are a dime a dozen. | am not one of them. | need respect" 
"A girl working for a rock band is asking for respect, that's something!", Mick snapped, "One time | saw Vince 
fuck a girl in front of her own sister, and then proceed to bang the sister! If you want respect, take a fucking 


hike!" 


This is not how | was expecting any of this to go. My feelings were deeply hurt. My stump was SCREAMING. | 
felt like | was living a nightmare version of how | wanted things to happen. Like a little baby, | began to cry. 


"Sophie, please don't cry. | didn't mean to hurt your feelings. Come back into my room, and we can talk about 


it", Mick said. 


"I thought you were different. | thought you cared about my feelings, that | wasn't just some piece of ass to 
you like | am for Vince, Tommy, and Nikki", | said through ugly tears. 


"| do care about your feelings. A lot. Please come back in so | can apologize properly.", Mick replied. 
| rolled my wheelchair in, though | was still extremely upset. 


"Sophie, | am SO SORRY that | forgot about your stump. Remember, | see thousands of people every night, and 
you are not the only amputee I've met along the way!", Mick said. 


"Too bad | can't forget about it like you can", | snapped. 
There must be something wrong with me to be so mean like that. Oh, well. 


"I didn't WANT to forget, trust me! It just happened, and you didn't even give me a single second to try and 


remember! You just blew up, not even giving me a chance to think", Mick said. 


Yeah, | have a tendency to do that a lot. After you get hurt as many times as | did, you kind of just expect 


people to be assholes. I've hurt more than just Mick from such an assumption. 

"Okay, well here's your chance. What do you remember?", | questioned. 

Mick thought about it, really concentrating like | had just given him a pop quiz he was doomed to fail. 

"You lost your leg in a car accident. A car ran over it", he answered. 

| was pleasantly surprised as | dried my eyes sloppily with my hand. 

"That's true.", | muttered. 

"Yes. | remember you telling me that your leg was crushed by a car with a teen. You showed me your 
prosthetic leg up to your thigh, right around the time you called me a little prick You said | wasn't hardcore 
enough to handle two tons of rubber and steel on my shin", Mick laughed. 

| nodded, a little embarrassed. 

"You do remember.", | said. 

"Yes. Sophie. | remember. | remember thinking, this girl has a lot of balls for putting me in my place like that. | 
actually thought you were sort of cool for doing that! Plus, any chick hardcore enough to handle a car on her 
shin is pretty cool to me anyway", Mick said, still laughing. 

My heart swelled with joy at feeling accepted for who | am. 

"That means the world to me Mick. Thank you.", Sophie said. 


Mick gave a gentle nod, indicating he accepted my gratitude. 


‘lm very grateful that you remember. But that leads us back to our problem. How am | going to do your 
makeup tonight? My stump really hurts today, as if the surgeon just cut it offl", | said 


Mick thought about it for a moment. 


"My chair can be adjusted down, and it can also lean back. | have just had a shot of pain medication, so | can do 


either, as long as you are gentle. Whatever makes you the most comfortable, | am okay with", Mick suggested. 


His suggestions made me tear up a bit. | knew how much it would hurt him to tilt his back at all, so his ideas 
were very generous. | thought about it for a moment. Then, | pushed on his chair so it would go down a little. | 
figured sitting him closer to the floor would be less painful for him than lying flat on his back. | made sure the 
seat was secure, and then | dug out my bag and got to work. 


"Thank you, Mick. This feels so much better", | said. 


"You spend so much time making me feel better, | figured the least | could do is try to do the same", Mick 
replied 


| smiled widely, and then began my routine. | had practiced with the new towel and neck bracers enough at that 
point that | easily had them in without Mick feeling a thing. | quickly washed his face. | was rushing a little to 
make sure he was ready in time for the stage after our talk. But my little schoolgirl crush was making doing 
anything in a hurry nearly impossible. | treasured washing Mick's face, old stage makeup rumning over my 
hands as | rinsed. Typical guy, he hadn't done much to wash his face since the last show. | couldn't help myself, 
| let out a little giggle. 


"What's so funny?", Mick asked. 
"Nothing. Its just..", | began 


Mick looked expectantly at me to continue. But | couldn't. My insecurities still made me far too scared to say 
anything. For Christ's sakes, | couldn't even spit out the words "I like you"! | felt like a coward. 


To avoid feeling frustrated with myself, | began working on his face again. | dug out the white cream makeup 

and used a sponge to cover his face with a pale base. | went gently over the angles and creases in his face, so 
| wouldn't bend his neck back in any way. | admired his gentle features, and the way he turned his lips in when 
| did up his chin Then | dug out the black grease makeup. | used a pencil around his eyes, and on his lips. When 
| gave him lipstick, | wanted to kiss him. | wanted to get that chemical smelling, greasy makeup all over my lips. 


| wanted to know what it was like to kiss the person | admired so much for so long. 
But | didn’t. I'm a fucking coward. FUCK! 


As | was dribbling red gel makeup over his nose and chin to make him look like a bleeding demon, there was a 


rude bang on the door. 
"MICK! You sexy motherfucker! On in tenl", Tommy shouted behind the door. 


"Be right therel", Mick called out. 


"Get the fuck out here, Mick! Give someone else a chance for makeup help once in a whilel", Nikki shouted 
"Yeah, | could use a good fuck. Share her Mickl", Vince added. 


"Fuck of fl If you don't leave my girl alone, | will make sure each and every one of you is shot and killed! | am 


serious! | know peoplel", Mick shouted 


The men all scurried, laughing their asses off. Mick grumbled something about how childish they were being. | 
agreed, but | didn't care because MICK JUST REFERRED TO ME AS "MY GIRL"! OH MY GODI 


"You don't have to keep defending me, Mick. | can take care of myself in front of those idiots", | said. 
"I know you can. But they were getting on my goddamn nerves. My bandmates are animals. They can't even 
look at a girl without thinking about her tits and pussy. You deserve better than that, Sophie. You are a kind, 


intelligent girl. They can give you some fucking respect", Mick said. 


"Well, thank you. But your disrespectful friends are right. It's time to go, and | am still stuck in my chair", | 


reminded him. 

"Wheel outside and call for my guitar tech. He has helped me before", Mick said. 
"Got it. Ill be right back", | said. 

Just as | turned around, | felt a hand on my shoulder. 

"Sophie, wait", Mick said. 

| whirled around, waiting for him to speak. 

"Yes?", | questioned. 

"| just want to tell you.. | just.. | really want to say..", he struggled. 


The time to make my move was now. If | didn't help him, the moment would be ruined. | wheeled myself to up 


to him as close as | could | cradled his chin in my hands and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips. 
‘| like you too.", | whispered. 
He looked surprised but quickly composed himself. 


"Thank Christ", he laughed. 


Then he kissed me back. 


Apologies and a Makeover 


Author's Notes: 

So sorry for the super late and super long chapter! This chapter is a little bit filler, but stay tuned, it gets 
more interesting soon! 

As always | do not own any part of Motley crue, its music, its members or any other part of the band. | also 


do not own any other musiian who happens to make their way into my fics. 


There's a rare day off for the Crue, so of course there is a party involved. This time, the guys invited me to 
Tommy's camp so we could all have a bonfire. Normally | am not invited to guys nights with the Crue, and 
that suits me just fine. But tonight's trip wasn't just a guys night to the Crue. Tonight was different because 
they were going to be using this trip as an apology to me. 


Things had gone horribly wrong a couple of days before, so wrong that | had threatened to quit. My leg had 
not gotten any better since the day | admitted my crush on Mick Mars. In fact, it had gotten worse. My 
stump spent a great deal of time screaming in pain | was now completely wheelchair bound, and | only wore my 
prosthetic leg when | absolutely had to. Mick's nurse now had to wait for us to finish with makeup so he could 
lift Mick out of the chair and onto the stage. | felt like a burden, but Mick was a total sweetheart about it. He 
let me adjust his chair any way he wanted, and he never stared when | had to take off my leg. My crush for 
him grew steadily with each passing day that he was so nice to me. During yesterday's show | might have 
even felt love. But don't tell him that. Not yet. 


Things were going okay with me and working without my leg. But | had seemed to forget that | had been 
working with a band of twelve year old boys. One day | had finished my daily check up on Nikki(Needle down? 
Check. Blanket up? Check. Still breathing? Check). | was making my way down to Mick's room, when | felt a pair 
of eyes staring at me. | looked up just then, and there was Tommy, staring at me like | was some circus freak. 
My leg was hurting so bad that day that | had left the prosthetic in my car. Tommy kept glancing at the 
wheelchair, and then at my stump, then my face, then back again. | had no idea what his reaction would be. So 
| sat there, frozen in fear. From the look on Tommy's face, the reaction wasn't positive. My heart sank, as | 


waited for Tommy to spill whatever comments he had about my leg. 


"EW! GROSS! What the fuck happened to your leg, jumbo tits? Look at that fucking stump! GROSS!", Tommy 
yelled. 


| was stunned into silence, tears threatening to drown me. 
"VINCE! Check this out!", Tommy continued. 


Vince came around the corner, and | could tell he had been drinking the same venom that Tommy had. 


"What the fuck dude? Why are you yelling?", Vince asked. 

"Look at this! Jumbo tits is missing a leg!", Tommy said. 

| could only look on in shame as Vince also had a chance to inspect the painful stump that was my leg. 
"OH MY GOD! What a FREAK!", Vince screeched and laughed. 

He tapped Tommy on the arm. 

"d still fuck it though", he said. 


"Me too. But I'd have to stay away from that leg though. Good god! It's giving me the fucking creeps! Fucking it 


would be a challenge for sure", Tommy said. 


Tears rushed from my eyes at this point. | wish they'd drown me. But instead | felt an anger raging inside me, 


and soon after | let it boil over. 
"L AM NOT A FUCKING "IT"!! | AM NOT "JUMBO TITS"! | AM NOT GROSS! MY NAME IS SOPHIE! | LOST MY LEG IN 


A CAR ACCIDENT! A CAR RAN OVER MY LEG AND THEN STOPPED! IT HURT SO FUCKING MUCH! ONLY YOU 
TWO ASSHOLES COULD POSSIBLY MAKE IT HURT WORSE! FUCK OFFI", | screamed at the top of my lungs. 


Vince and Tommy looked stunned. Instead of waiting for their reaction, | pushed forward towards Mick's room. 
Once | was inside, | closed the door. Then | began crying twice as hard. Mick walked over to me, and rubbed my 
shoulder. 

"Sophie? What's wrong? | heard you screaming!", he asked. 


Swallowing down a large bundle of hurt, | looked at him through tears. 


"Vince and Tommy saw my stump for the first time today. They called me "Gross" and "Freak". Vince even 


referred to me as an "it". | can't do this anymore, Mick. | am sorry. | have to quit”, | blubbered. 

Mick rubbed my back and did his best to look right at me. 

"Oh Sophie! Please don't quit! Vince and Tommy are assholes! | know it gets rough to deal with sometimes. | 
don't know about you, but ever since I've met you, those assholes don't seem so bad! However much they 
bully me throughout the day, | still get to look forward to my brief meetings with you! Please don't end that! | 
will help you face those bullies. Just please stay!", he begged. 


How the fuck could | say "no" to Mick Mars, anyhow? 


Anyway, | don't know what kind of strings were pulled between then and now, but here | am at Tommy's camp. 


It made me feel oh so great to be driven here by one of the band's roadies, my wheelchair being thrown in 
with a bunch of sound equipment. | am no better than an amp apparently. But the precious sounds that saved 


my life, by none other than Mick Mars, came from an amp. So | guess there are worse things to be compared 


to. More on that later. 

The roadie, his name was Jim, graciously helped me into my chair. Then | made my way over rough terrain, up 
to the front door of Tommy's camp. | rang the door, wondering how many teeth | could knock loose when 
Tommy opened it. 

"HEY! Thanks for coming, jum- l'm sorry. | mean Sophie. Thanks for coming, Sophie.", Tommy said. 

"Yeah, well. Even freaks like camp, | suppose.", | huffed. 

"Jesus, | did say that. | am so, so sorry.", he said. 

"Is okay.", | grumbled, "Are you going to let me in now?" 

‘Of course, of course. Guys, Sophie is herel", he shouted. 


"Who?", Vince asked. 


| cringed, waiting for his reaction | was wearing shorts and my fake leg was on display. There was a flash of 


recognition on Vince's face. Then he leaned in for an awkward hug. 


"Thank God you are here. | want to apologize for what | said. | have a cousin who is in a chair. She kicked my 
ass when | admitted what | said", Vince said. 


"You deserved it. But | accept your apology.’, | said. 

"Jesus, what did you two assholes say to her?", Nikki said, walking up to us. 

"We might have called her a freak when we saw that she was missing a leg", Tommy mumbled. 

"You are missing a leg! That's awesome! Can | see it?", Nikki asked. 

"Um.sure.", | mumbled. 

In front of everybody, | lifted my shorts up enough to show off my stub. Then | gently pulled off the 
prosthetic leg, which was killing me anyway. | peeled off the protective sleeve, and there it was, my bare 
stump. | rubbed the end to soothe it, tracing the old scar where the doctor chopped off my leg. After a short 


rub, | let go of the stump. My injury was now on display for all to see. 


"Ta- dal", | announced awkwardly. 


"That's fucking awesome! | have to take a picture of that sometimel”, Nikki said. 

‘Sure that would actually be kind of cool", | replied. 

Nikki nodded, then gave his two friends a smack on the back of their heads. 

"This is why we can't have nice friends.", he scolded, "How could you call her a freak? She is so fucking cool." 
"| promised | would still fuck her", Vince said. 

"Wow, what a treat. That's totally worth insulting her for.", Nikki said. 


"I didn't mean to say anything. | just found her leg hard to look at, you know? It made me uncomfortable.", 
Tommy said. 


"YOU make me uncomfortable. The both of you. Now come with me, Sophie. We are going where all the FREAKS 
are", Nikki shouted. 


Something tells me that if | follow Nikki, | am going to be offered some heroin. Judging by how my leg feels 
right now, I'd kind of accept it right about now. Not a full hit or anything, | don't want to get hooked. Just a 
little something. to take the edge of. ANYTHING to take that edge off. FUCK it hurts.. 

"| said, COME ON Sophie! | have something to show youl", Nikki shouted. 


| began to wheel in after him. Please let this something he needs to show me be drugs. Please. Heroin. Alcohol. 


Anything. My leg is fucking killing me. 

"This room is my guest bedroom. Please follow me", Nikki said, in a much lower voice. 

| hesitated. 

"You know | am not going to let you have sex with me just because you defended my honor, right?", | said. 


Although | admit, defending my honor was pretty hot! Damn my moral compass! Damn my forever crush on 


Mick! 
"Don't worry, sweetheart. Bedrooms aren't just for fucking. | have something else to show you.", Nikki laughed. 


With great caution, | wheeled myself into Nikki's room. | realized at this point | was still holding my prosthetic 
leg. | placed it on the floor. | shoved the protective sleeve in my shorts pocket. Then | wheeled myself next to 
Nikki's bed, and crossed my arms, awaiting further instruction. Nikki took one more look at my leg and gave me 


a concerned look. 


"Your stump looks a little swollen. In fact, it looks like it really fucking hurts. Let me give you something for 
that", he said. 


He pulled out a small bag filled with.. Ibuprofen. 

"Here. Take the whole bag. These are like Pez candy to me now.’, he said, handing me the bag. 

Having Nikki Sixx give you ibuprofen is the equivalent of going to Freddy Kreuger's house and leaving with only 
a scratch on you. But my leg was killing me, and | didn't really want to be a junkie anyway. | gratefully took the 
bag from Nikki. 

"Thank you, Nikki. The last few days it's been hurting me like | just got it taken off", | admitted 

"How did it happen anyway? If you don't mind me asking., Nikki asked, 

"Car accident. Someone was pulling out of their driveway, and when they found out they hit me, they put the 
car in park. It took me screaming bloody murder for them to roll the car back off my leg, but by then it was 
too late to save it. My leg looked like it had been whacked several times with a meat tenderizer, and my bone 
was the biggest casualty", | overexplained. 

"Holy shit! | am so sorry", he said. 

"Thank you.', | said. 

People say that to me a lot. It doesn't mean anything to me, because it wasn't their fault, and it doesn't give 
my leg back. But over time I've found that it doesn't kill me to be a decent fucking human being. So | always 
try to be polite about it. 

We stood(Stood! HA!) for an awkward moment, then Nikki opened a small luggage bag. 


| have a surprise for you. But you have to trust me, okay?", he said. 


Trusting a total stranger with a drug problem, SURE! No sweat! | nodded and sat in my chair, waiting 
expectantly. 


"Cool. So Mick is at a doctor's appointment right now. But when he comes back, he's going to want to see you’, 


Nikki started. 
| blushed deeply at this. Was it that obvious | had a thing for Mick? | guess by now it really was. 


"| have a makeup kit here. | was thinking about giving YOU a workup for a change. | have a sister who showed 
me how to do girl's makeup once. Plus I've banged enough chicks to know what is hot and what isn't. What do 


you say?", Nikki asked. 

Oh what the hell. | swallowed two ibuprofen dry. Then | nodded my head. 
"Sure, sounds fun", | said. 

"Great. Let me get a chair, and we'll get started", Nikki said. 

"Cool", | replied. 


He got a chair, and a little tray for the makeup kit. He brought the chair as close as he could to my 
wheelchair. | took down my leg rests so he could reach my face. The medicine hadn't kicked in yet, and it still 
hurt like hell to move my stump even a fraction of an inch. | tried to tell myself what | told my clients over 


the years- Beauty is pain Fuck that noise. | need about twelve more of those ibuprofen. NOW! 
"Wow. You really aren't feeling well, are you Soph? You are actually sweating!", Nikki noted. 
"Feels like the truck is crushing me again, but I'm.-fine.", | lied. 

"Wait just a minute, | have something that will help", Nikki said. 


PLEASE BE HEROIN! PLEASE BE HEROIN! MAYBE OXY! JUST ANYTHING TO MAKE IT FEEL LIKE MY BONE ISN'T 
SPLITTING! PLEASE! 


Nikki came back a moment later with an ice pack and some medical tape. 


‘I've always had a bad shoulder. Doctors give these to me all the time. They are hospital strength too. Not the 
shitty ones that get warm in five seconds.", he explained. 


"God. That's so thoughtful Nikki. Thank you." | said. 


"Don't mention it. Look, I'd give you something stronger. But trust me, the junkie life isn't for you. I'm not 
kidding. Keep yourself out of that shit. It ruins lives.", Nikki added. 


"| will, | promise.. AGHI", | screeched 

The super strength cold pack hit my stump, and the cold shocked my whole body. The swollen skin on my 
stump screamed at the unwelcome feeling. | had to take shallow breaths and try really hard not to move for 
several seconds. My body trembled a little and tears threatened to spill from my eyes. JESUS. CHRIST. OUCH! IT 
HURTS. SO FUCKING. MUCH! GOD! | focused on breathing slower and slower, until | could relax. My nerves were 
on fire. OH MY GOD. OH MY GOD. The pain blinded me, and | tried not to grip at my leg in a show of discomfort. 
Just breathe, a little more, a LITTLE more.. HOLY FUCK. OUCH! CHRIST! The pain was making me nauseous. 
JESUS IT HURTS! 

"Shh... l'm sorry. These do have the tendency to bite back a little. Just wait. Once your body adjusts to it, the 


ice pack does help, | promise. It will be okay.", Nikki said, trying to soothe me. 

| spent another few seconds shallow breathing, dizzy from the pain | could no longer stop myself from gripping 
at my stump. | thought for sure | would pull my hands back and see blood. It felt like | had mangled my leg 
again. Shallow breathing. SHALLOW. Breathing. | closed my eyes and waited for the pain to end. 

All of a sudden, | didn't feel hardly any pain at all. In fact, the ice was finally doing its job, and the cold against 
the swelling actually felt GOOD. | opened my eyes and let out a brief sigh of relief. My breathing returned to 
normal, and | sank back into my wheelchair, letting go of my vice grip on my wrapped stump. 

SWEET JESUS. THIS FEELS BETTER THAN I'VE HAD FOR A LONG TIME. 

"That feels better.", | mumbled. 


"I told you it would. Is it okay if | wrapped it? | can't hold it in place and do your makeup at the same time.’, 
Nikki said. 


| nodded. With little prompting, | grabbed onto the ice pack and held it in place. Nikki ripped off two long strands 
of medical tape with his teeth and wrapped them around my leg. Forcing the cold onto my leg prompted 
another few seconds of bracing myself from pain. But this was such a kind-hearted thing to do that | didn't 
complain about it. Nikki made sure the tape was secure, and then he let go to see if it would hold. Surprising 
the both of us, it did. 

"How does that feel?", Nikki asked. 

‘It feels fine. Thank you so much.’, | said. 

‘Its the least | could do for the girl who checks up on me every single night", Nikki said with a wink. 

My face turned several shades of pink upon discovering I'd been caught. 

"How did you know it was me?", | asked dumbly. 

"Like any of the assholes | play with would tuck me in, feel my forehead for temperature, or sit next to me 
when | was sleeping fretful. Not to mention the time not long after we met when | heard you crying as | shot 
up! | was half lucid at the time, but | could still hear youl", Nikki said. 

My eyes filled with tears and | waited for punishment upon being discovered as an intruder. 

"Oh! Hey! Don't cry! | didn't mean to frighten you! | meant to thank youl You have a very big heart, Sophie. | 


don't know a lot of people like that these days. | just wanted to say, thanks for looking out! That's alll You are a 
good friend, and | appreciate it", Nikki reassured. 


| brushed away a tear that had escaped my eye. 


"The only thing that got me through having my leg cut off were the people who looked out for me, cared for 
me. When | saw you suffering, with no one there to help, | thought | could do the same for you." | said. 


"It really does mean the world Sophie. Thank you.", Nikki replied. 
‘It was my pleasure, Nikki. I'm always here when you need me", Sophie replied. 


"So you won't mind if | call you at say, three in the morning for a dangerous drug run on the outskirts of the 


city?", Nikki laughed. 

"Okay, okay. Anything but that", Sophie replied, also laughing. 

"Aw, come on now. You said you would "always" be therel”, Nikki replied. 

‘| supposed | did. Better get some pepper spray, and some extra push up bras then Count me in", | countered. 
Nikki looked surprised until | winked. | had got him. We both laughed, until he happened to look at the clock. 
"Shit. Mick is going to be here any minute. | better get your makeup on", he said. 

"Whenever you are ready, Sixx", | replied. 


Nikki smirked at the nickname. Then he dug a few supplies out of his makeup kit. At just the right moment, my 
ibuprofen started kicking in and | was feeling fine. 


"Base first. Close your eyes and mouth please.", Nikki instructed. 

| did as | was told. | felt an obnoxious smelling powder drifting across my face. | felt really grateful that | 
followed Nikki's advice, even though | wanted to be a smartass about him giving ME makeup advice. A smooth 
sponge was grazed across every inch of my face just then, and the cool foundation felt a little itchy but also 
smooth and kind of pleasant really. 

"Now, what do you think, black lipstick? | think black is really your color." Nikki joked. 


"Give me black lipstick, and | will piss in your beer.", | warned. 


Nikki made a face, then quickly chose a much more flattering deep red color. He opened the cap on it, and 
looked at my lips. | turned them in, so he couldn't look, and he laughed. 


"Hey, cut it out. Puff your lips out so | can put this on", he said. 


After a moment more of teasing, | posed my lips the right way. Nikki put on my lipstick with a few quick 
swipes. | smacked my lips together, a bit impressed. 


"Do that often, Sixx?", | asked. 


"Being in a glam band has its perks", he replied, "Now choose an eye color. I'm still a dude. | can't tell whether 


the fuck you are an autumn, or why the fuck women are suddenly seasons or whatever." 
That made me laugh hard. 


"| don't know what fucking season | am, Sixx.", | reassured, "I only put on my face what looks good. My favorite 


color is green by the way. It looks weird on me, but so doesn't my fake leg, so.." 
"Green it isl", Nikki agreed. 

He took a light brown pencil eyeliner out from his kit. 

"Look up, please. | don't fucking know why, but it helps", Nikki said. 

‘It keeps you from staring at the pencil nearly stabbing at your eye", | assisted. 


"Yeah, | suppose that makes sense. Please?", he requested. 

| looked at the sky, trying to ignore the lacy bra hanging from the ceiling fan. Nikki quickly lined my top lids and 
the bottom ones too. Maybe | should hire him to do my makeup year round. He does have those amazing ice 
packs.. 

"Dark green or light green?", Nikki asked. 


"Dark green. l'm not twelve, | don't need glitter", | replied. 
"Aw, but you'd make such a pretty princess for the tea party.", Nikki said. 


| laughed, thinking someone could almost HEAR me fucking blush. Nikki took his time using a little sponge brush 
to highlight my top lids all the way up to my eyebrows. I'd joke some more, but | was too touched by how 
serious he was taking this favor. So | let him work. Soon he was done, and he pulled back a little. He gave me a 


look so serious that | almost wondered what | did wrong. 


"Sophie, | am going to do for you what | never do for any of our road crew. I'm going to make you a part of 
THE Crue. You mean so much to my good friend Mick, treating him like a real human being and all. I'm going to 
make you a part of our Crue. This means you have to choose a trademark makeup piece, like my eye blinders, 


or Mick's blood-dripping mouth. Choose carefully, this is your trademark. You can't change it", Nikki said. 


| GET TO BE PART OF THE CRUE! | squealed inside at the thought of a fantasy coming to life. Then | took the 


question seriously. What could make me look dangerous, like the others, while still looking a bit girly and cute? | 


had a hard time brainstorming. Then suddenly, | had an idea. 

"How about teardrops of blood, that drip down into the shape of a heart?", | asked. 

Nikki thought about it for a moment. 

"I fucking love itl", he said, "Let me plan this so you don't look like a five year old's Halloween costume!" 

We spent a moment discussing how to make such a design work. We decided to use black liner for the drops, 
with a small red heart. Nikki went to work making my design a reality. | was getting a trademark Crue design! 
YES! After Nikki was done, he took out a bottle of mascara He flicked it over each eye carefully. Then he took 
a large brush and took the powder finisher over my whole face to seal the look in place(| made sure to close 
my mouth for sure). When all was said and done, he stood up, admiring his work Then he handed me a mirror. 
"What do you think, Sophie?", Nikki asked. 

Nikki was a little heavy handed with certain aspects of my makeup. But for the most part, | looked fucking 
amazing! The bloody teardrops really sealed the look, and the green shadow actually looked less weird than it 
usually does on me. | beamed in my chair. 

"Oh my God! | look fucking amazing! Thank youl", | gushed. 

"You're welcome, Sophie", he said with a grin. 


The doorbell rang right at the perfect time- weird. 


"Mick is here! | think he's going to think you are fucking gorgeous when he sees you. You really do look nicel", 
Nikki said. 


Seriously, | think there must have been a microphone to record the massive blush that rushed to my face in 
that moment. 


"Do you really think that Mick likes me?", | had to know. 


"Oh yeah. | haven't seen him this excited in a long time. Why do you think | took all that time on your makeup? 
| know you like him too, and | think that's fucking cool. He deserves a nice girl like you.", Nikki said. 


"Thank you, Sixx. That means so much, | said. 
He placed his hands on the handlebars of my wheelchair. 
"Welcome to the Crue, Sophie"; he said. 


He pushed me back out to the door. Mick had come in the door, but he hadn't seen me yet. Vince and Tommy 


saw me, and they had surprised looks on their faces. Looks like the "freak" can clean up well after all. | held my 
head high as | was pushed passed them. Then my heart skipped a beat as | saw Mick standing just a few 
inches before me, a cane in one hand and a prescription bag in another. 

"Mick, great to see youl", Nikki greeted. "Check out what | did to your little crush while | was gone!" 

Nikki pushed me a little closer to Mick. | sat there with an audible blush, awaiting Mick's reaction to my new 
look Mick's eyes widened at the sight of me, and | wasn't sure if that was a good or a bad thing. | felt Nikki 
step away from my wheelchair and walk out of the room. 

"Let's leave the two lovebirds alone, huh boys?", Nikki suggested. 

Suddenly Mick and | were absolutely alone, and | couldn't stand the silence between us any longer. 

"So, um, what do you think?", | asked, suddenly much more shy than | was with Nikki. 

Mick took a good look at me in absolute silence, and | was a bit worried. 

"You... You look absolutely gorgeous. You are quite.. beautiful", Mick said after a long while. 

My eyes welled with tears, and | held them back so | wouldn't ruin my lovely makeup. 

"Thank you, Mick", | whispered. 

Mick walked over to me. With a lot of effort, he crouched down next to me. Then he leaned down for a kiss. | 
place my hands on his cheeks, careful not to hurt his back. Then | kissed him too, for a moment that made me 
blissful and dizzy. Then he pulled away, and looked me in the eyes. 

"Sophie, | think.. | know we've only just met, but | think that I..", Mick started. 

| nodded, knowing exactly what he was thinking. 

"I do too, Mick. | love you too", | said. 


Then Mick kissed me again, and | ruined the eye makeup | loved so much crying from happiness. 


| really do love him. 


Tragedies and Miracles 


Author's Notes: 

Ficmas, Christmas and writer's block took a toll on me for awhile. | hope all of you are still here reading. | can 
update more now that the holiday craziness is over with! SIDE NOTE: | DO NOT OWN ANY PART OF MOTLEY 
CRUE OR ANYONE ELSE REAL WHO HAPPENS TO MAKE THEIR WAY INTO MY FICS 


Life couldn't get any better than it was right then. | was sitting in my wheelchair, looking out at the lake at 
Tommy's camp. Sitting in a chair next to me was my idol and new love Mick Mars. Mick was sipping on a beer. | 
wasn't drinking anything at all because | had taken two more of Nikki's ibuprofen just before | went 
outside(better calm down on that- l'm turning into a REAL SCARY drug fiend for those things!). There was no 
sound other than the gentle rocking of the water against the lake. That, and there was also the sound of Vince, 
Tommy, and Nikki having a very drunken game to see who could throw the other into the lake first. But 


everyone was having a good time, and the lake was still a relatively peaceful place to relax around. 

"Looks like Tommy just won. Vince is in the lake", Mick said, breaking the silence between us. 

A high pitched string of curse words and an epic high five between Tommy and Nikki confirmed his hypothesis. 
“That's why you never bet against a drummer in a strength contest, even one as scrawny as Tommy.", | said 


"| agree, but strength as little to do with it. Tommy is just so damn energetic. That motherfucker could run 


circles around a jet airplane.", Mick replied. 
"Yeah, cocaine is a hell of a drug.", | remarked. 
"It sure is", Mick said. 


We remained quiet for a few more moments, enjoying the show. With a louder yell, Nikki was in the lake. Vince 
had just shoved him in after Nikki taunted him, calling him a douchebag. Tommy thought the whole thing was a 
great game and leapt in after Nikki, nearly landing on him. Nikki got mad and started chasing Tommy, who 
screamed and laughed, barely missing the bassist's fingers with each clumsy swipe made towards him. Soon, 
Tommy once again managed to get Vince in the water. Nikki and Vince seemed to actually agree on something 
for once as they went against Tommy two-against one. After a couple minutes of evading them, Tommy was 
in the air, Nikki at his shoulders and Vince at his feet. With an excited squeal Tommy was thrown into the 
water with far too much force for the shallow water. A few moments passed and Tommy didn't rise to the 
surface. Vince and Nikki were laughing like maniacs, oblivious to the consequences of what they had just done. | 
gripped Mick's arm, alerting him. 


"Tommy hit that water pretty hard, and hasn't come up for air yet, Mick Do you think he's okay?", | asked. 


"Oh yeah, he's definitely fine. Nothing can hurt him. He's too quick, even for the grim reaper.", Mick joked. 


| wasn't laughing. All | could think about was how fast | hit the hard ground after my accident. How | was 
unable to get up when the truck had my leg pinned. How | had lost so much blood that in the ambulance | felt 
a tight feeling in my chest and felt myself fade away. "WE'RE LOSING HER! CRASH CART NOW!" a doctor 
screamed as | was wheeled out of the ambulance. The doctor's rough grip on my fingers was the last thing | 
remembered before waking up in a hospital. "Stay with us sweetheart. Stay strong", a nurse said. "SOPHIE! 
SOPHIE! She needs her dad! She's just a KID! SOPHIE!", my dad's voice said. Then | heard alarms from monitors 


screaming and the room went black. 


"Dear God. He's still not up yet. He's not up yet! MICKI", | said with the panic of someone who had seen what 
death looks like. 


"Give him another minute. Then we can panic. It's not like either of us can do anything anyway.", Mick reasoned. 


He was right, but it had to have been several minutes since Tommy was thrown into the water. Even Nikki and 
Vince were beginning to panic, and search for him as they stood in the lake. | didn't believe in God, but at that 
moment | began to pray. Tommy was still so young, with many years of childish stupidity ahead of him. | 
begged God to keep him alive and keep the water out of his lungs. Those lungs had been screaming with 
laughter just moments before. Life was scary like that though. One moment, you are living without a care in 
the world. The next moment, your lungs are full of water from a childish mistake. Or in my case, my heart 


was refusing to beat because it had no more blood to pump. Either way, life was gone in the blink of an eye. 
"Come on, Tom. Come on, Tommy. Where are you? Come to the surface. Please. Come on, Tom", | chanted. 


| had relinquished my hand from Mick's, and held both of my hands up to my face. It was only then that | 
realized | was crying. The tears became more frequent as the moments ticked by, and Tommy still wasn't 
rising to the surface. | began to have the real dark thought that | may have just witnessed one of my friends 
die by drowning. Nikki and Vince began searching harder for him. Nikki began screaming "TOMMY! TOMMY! OH 
GOD! TOMMY!" to no use. The young girl inside me who dutifully went to Catholic church every Sunday to 
please her daddy had me sign an air cross over my chest. | looked over at Mick, who finally had a look of panic 
across his face. We looked at each other, and | clasped his hand tightly. | hung my head and began to weep for 
my lost friend. 


"Oh my God. No. Oh my God. He's dead. He's DEAD! Nooo", | cried. 


Mick said nothing, but | felt his wrist tremble, and | knew he must be crying too. | hung my head, and began to 
shake. Mick tightened his grip on my hand. Together we faced the reality that we just witnessed one of our 
friends fatally drown, and were too fucking crippled to do anything except watch. My stump began to ache 
again and | felt angry, SO angry, that | had become a useless invalid who couldn't help her friend in his time of 
need. | felt horrible for the three guys who had known Tommy for years only to have him gone in an instant. | 


felt really bad for Nikki and Vince, who would have to live with being the reason their friend died for the rest 


of their lives. | had the horrific thought that my friends might go to jail over an accident, especially because 
they were both intoxicated at the time. The image of Tommy's body being pulled from the water by cops was 


far more than | could take, and | began to cry even harder. 
"GOT HIM! Help me carry him, Vincel", Nikki's voice shouted, 


It took actually seeing Nikki carry Tommy's body out of the water to understand what "GOT HIM!" meant. My 
heart leapt with hope as Nikki used all of his strength to lift Tommy's body onto the shore. Vince helped him 
lift, and together they pulled Tommy's lifeless body onto the shore. Tommy's limbs were slackened, and his 
head hung to the side. Nikki turned his head upwards, and began rescue breathing. He puffed several breaths 
into Tommy, but nothing happened. 


"Come on, Tom. Come back to us, Tommy. Come on. Breathe.", | chanted. 


Nikki did another round of rescue breathing on him, and there was still no life to be seen from the man who 


could "run circles around a jet airplane". 
"Come on, Tom. Come on Breathe", | chanted. 

"Come ON, Tommy. BREATHE", a gruff voice beside me commanded 

"OH GOD! TOMMY! DON'T DIE TOMMY! FUCK", Vince's high pitched scream pleaded. 


"Come on, Tommy. COME ON MAN! BREATHE! FUCK! You are my best friend Tommy! | can't lose my best 
friend! BREATHE!", Nikki screamed. 


The lifeless human puppy dog had four people encouraging him back to the land of the living. We continued our 
chants and screams as Nikki tried one more method to revive his best friend. He began pressing on Tommy's 
chest, gently at first, and then nearly breaking his ribs. The four of us began to frantically beg our friend to 
live as Nikki tried forcing the water from his lungs. | chanted until | could bear it no longer, and then | held my 
breath. | held on to Mick's hands with an iron grip as we waited for a sign of life from Tommy. 


"HOLY SHIT! THANK CHRIST", | heard Nikki scream. 


| looked up just as Tommy choked and sputtered back to life, throwing up what had to be a gallon of water in 
the process. Nikki turned him over so he wouldn't suffocate on the water he just threw up. Every one of us 
held our breath waiting for Tommy to stop choking and retching on lake water. After a few tense moments, 
Tommy was able to lift himself up and wrap his arms around Nikki, who had just saved his life. | shed a few 
tears of joy listening to the brothers sobbing in each other's arms. Tommy kept repeating "thank you brother" 
over and over, and Nikki was answering with "I love you man. I'm so so sorry." After letting them have their 
moment, Vince also walked over and joined the bear hug, saying "Fuck. | am so sorry Tommy. | am so sorry." 


The return to life of a friend and music idol was one of the most beautiful moments | have ever witnessed. 


"He is still alive. Thank Christ. That fucker is going to make it to another day.", Mick whispered, wiping a tear 


from his eye. 


| had forgotten that Mick was unable to join in the massive group hug occurring a few feet away from us. He 
had almost lost his friend too, but couldn't react to it like his other friends could. | squeezed his hand, and he 
kissed mine in return. We both watched in disbelief as the man we thought was dead moments ago pulled 


himself to a stand, with a little help from his friends. 


"| don't know what | would have done if he drowned. That was SO scary", | said, a new lump in my throat 


forming. 


'It was terrifying for sure. Don't know where the hell Nikki Sixx learned CPR, but that's about the most 


miraculous thing | have ever witnessedl", Mick replied 
"Fuck! | think I'm bleeding!", Tommy yelled, holding his head. 


"Alive for two minutes and already spouting f-bombs, | think we can officially say we have Tommy back", | 
joked. 


"| guess you are right! Good old Tommy!", Mick laughed. 


All jokes aside, Tommy was actually bleeding. How he didn't get a concussion was another miracle. | could 
actually see a little bit of blood pouring down his neck at that point, as Tommy gripped his head in pain. Nikki 
ripped a piece off of his shirt and tied it around Tommy's head. It soaked through pretty quickly and we 


seemed to be in danger once again of losing our friend. 
"Call an ambulance, Vince! RIGHT NOWI", Nikki screamed. 


Vince ran back in the house to call for help. | wanted to do something, but my wheelchair and sore leg stump 
reminded me | couldn't. Mick was just as helpless as |. All we could do is sit there and watch as Nikki held 


Tommy and found more fabric to wrap around his head. 


After ten long minutes (and a mini stroke), | finally saw the ambulance come for Tommy. He was slumped in 
Nikki's arms at this point, and when Nikki saw the ambulance, he screamed for help. Two paramedics helped 
Tommy onto a stretcher, restraining his neck. Once again, the whole group of us was stunned into silence as 
we watched our friend fighting for life once again. Nikki tried to join his brother on the ambulance, but the 
rude paramedics pushed him away. Nikki was left standing alone, helpless and crying, his fragment of a shirt 


soaking with Tommy's blood. Vince gave him a warm hug. Then they walked over to us to give an update. 
"Jesus! What the hell just happened?", | said, though | watched the whole thing just then. 


"Vince and | threw Tommy into the lake, and | think he hit his head. He almost fucking drowned! It was so 
FUCKED UP! Now he's bleeding, and | couldn't make it better. The paramedics wouldn't let me see him, those 


FUCKING ASSHOLES!" Nikki screamed as he paced nervously. 


"I think I'm going to rehab after this", Vince said, also clearly shaken up, "I didn't even think we threw him that 


hard. But I've always been an aggressive drunk." 


"We are all aggressive little shits.", Nikki shouted, "It's kind of our brand. Our brand might have just killed 


Tommy!" 
Nikki paced like a maniac while Vince babbled on about how he was going to get into rehab that night. 


"I can't take this anymore. I've got to go see him. | have to know my brother is okay", Nikki shouted, "Are you 


coming Vince?" 

"Yeah man, let's go", Vince replied. 

Nikki paused as he noticed Mick and |, restrained to our chairs. 
"Are you guys coming? | can help you get in the car.", he offered. 


Mick and | had the same thought at once. 


"You and Vince can go see Tommy. We will watch the house, and catch up with you when you call us with a 


progress report", Mick said. 

Nikki considered that for a moment, then nodded. 

"Ill call you as soon as we see him", he said. 

He marched off with Vince. 

"Don't fuck each other too hard, neither of you are balanced enough for it!", Vince shouted as he followed Nikki. 
"Fuck off Vincel", Mick and | shouted together. 

There was distant laughter. A few moments later, there was the sound of a car starting, and a really loud 
noise as Nikki floored it out of the driveway. Mick and | listened to the speeding car. Then we were completely 
alone. 

"We just encouraged drunk driving. God help us", | said. 


"Relax. It is a proven fact that Nikki thinks better when he is at least 100 proof", Mick replied. 


| shrugged, realizing it was probably true. My mind was still reeling from the events that just occurred. The 


whole thing had me scared shitless. 
"Do you think he's okay?", | asked Mick 

"| hope so. Fuck there was a lot of blood", Mick replied. 

"| know it scared the fuck out of me! The last time | saw that much blood was when." 
| paused, gesturing towards my throbbing stump. 


"Hey, now that we are completely alone, could you tell me what happened when you lost your leg? You seemed 
pretty panicked when the ambulance arrived, did it trigger a memory or something?", Mick asked. 


Oh sure, NOW he is talkative. 


"Oh yeah, it sure as hell triggered memories, memories | don't like to share with just anyone. You have to 


promise to not tell anyone anything that | am going to tell you. Okay?", | asked. 
‘| won't tell a soul. You have my word", Mick promised. 


| took a deep breath and was instantly met with a terrible flashing image of an SUV crashing into me, and my 


mangled leg pouring blood moments later. 


"When | was seventeen, | had a steady boyfriend named Derek. We were in love, not just teenage puppy love, 
but real lifelong love. We were even applying to the same college, and had a detailed five year plan that included 
getting married and having kids one day. Derek was going to be a lawyer, and | was going to be a physical 
therapist, running a clinic from our home so | could take care of our children while making money. We were 
young and foolish and thought everything was going to fall together for us easily. We couldn't have been more 


wrong." 


"One of the reasonable steps in a relationship like the one Derek and | had was to go all the way. Derek and | 
were having sex on a regular basis, staying safe and truly enjoying each other. Everything was going great for 


us and we couldn't have been any happier." 


"Then one day, | came home from school. My father was in our living room, looking very pissed off. It 
frightened me. | asked him what was wrong, and he held up my half empty box of condoms. Before | had a 
chance to explain, my father was yelling at me. He called me irresponsible, disobedient, and reckless. | told him 
that | must have been pretty damn responsible to use a condom to protect myself(leaving out how many 
times Derek had begged me to go without one to which | always refused). He responded to my comeback by 


slapping my face and calling me a slut. That's when | took off running.” 


"Hearing my own dad call me a slut hurt worse than being slapped. | couldn't be around my dad just then. | ran 
out the front door, bounding down the steps and down the driveway. My intention was to run to Derek's house 


and tell him | needed to leave town before high school was over. | was so prepared to run away from home 
forever that | didn't look at the ground below. If | had, | would have seen the pile of garden hose placed just 
before my next door neighbors driveway. One of my feet caught just right in that hose, and down | went." 


"At the same time that | fell, the next door neighbor was getting ready to pull out of their driveway. | was 
laying on that driveway. When | heard the car engine rev up, | began to panic. The panic got worse when | 
realized that | was stuck. The rubber hose had caught my foot and refused to let go. | screamed and squirmed 
but it was no use. | heard my father yell "SOPHIE! LOOK OUTI". But it was too late." 


"Before | knew it, the car had run over my leg that was caught in the hose. | heard a high pitched noise that 
wouldn't stop. It took me a moment to realize that the noise was me screaming. My neighbor's son got out of 
the car, he was the one driving. He began crying and shouting how sorry he was. | could barely hear him 
because | was in so much pain My father came over and screamed at him to drive off of me. The boy did 
drive off of me, though when he did, | felt my bones crush under the pressure. | barely dared to look at my 


leq when he drove off of me. When he did, | began to scream harder." 


"When | looked down at my leg, all | could see was blood. | had never seen so much blood in my life. When | 
looked harder, | saw a sharp piece of bone sticking out of my leg, and | saw a few bone fragments in the 
growing pool of blood around my shin. | was no doctor, but | knew that if my bone was in little pieces, | 


probably wouldn't be able to keep my leg. The thought made me cry as | felt myself begin to pass out” 


"An ambulance came and | was already experiencing a tightness in my chest. | was barely conscious at this 
point, but | felt the paramedic's stethoscope on my chest. The paramedic barked orders at the ambulance 
driver, announcing that | was dying and that he should make it to the hospital extremely fast. My dad was 
there, and he kept screaming "She's just a kid! She's just a kid!" That ambulance ride seemed to last forever." 
"A doctor helped to wheel me in to an emergency exam room at the hospital. | was experiencing a great 
tightness in my chest at this point, and | could barely breathe. The doctor noticed me fading and listened to a 
few key areas in my chest. Then | heard the doctor scream "WE ARE LOSING HER! CRASH CART NOW!" Then | 
blacked out" 


"I woke up in the Intensive Care Unit. | was barely conscious, but | could already tell that my leg was missing. 
My dad was sitting next to me, and | could tell that he had been crying. My stump was sore, and | picked at 
the bandages as my father apologized to me over and over again. | accepted his apology, and we hugged. We 


were interrupted soon by a nurse who asked if she could speak to me in private." 


| was expecting the nurse to tell me about my amputated leg and how to care for it. But instead, she wheeled 
up real close to me and held my hand. She said that what she was about to tell me was something | didn't 
have to tell my dad about if | didn't want to. | got real scared and asked her what was wrong. She held my 
hand tightly and said, "Sweetheart, you've just had a miscarriage." | panicked, asked her how that could happen 
if | wasn't pregnant. But the nurse told me that when she saw that | was bleeding pretty steadily from the 
seat of my pants, she asked the doctor to run some tests. The tests confirmed that | was pretty far along 
into my first trimester of pregnancy. An internal exam was performed on me while | was still passed out. They 


didn't have to go very far. A small humanlike ball of tissue had nearly left my body. The nurse told me that it 


was probably the trauma of the accident that caused me to miscarry. She then squeezed my hand and then 
killed me with the words she said next. As it turned out, the doctor inspected my baby. She told me that the 
baby already had a face, and a beating heart. She then told me my baby was going to be a boy, that | had just 


lost a son" 


| finally paused my story to cry, and | pulled back my hair, revealing the name "Jeremiah", along with the date 
| lost both my leg and him. 


"My father still doesn't know about him. Neither does Derek, who split when he found out about my leg. My 
son has always been my special sad secret, and | carry his name with me both on my skin and in my heart, 


always." 


| finished the story, my face a mess full of tears. Immediately, | felt thin fingers slide into mine and squeeze 
tightly. Since | had known Mick, | had learned not to hug him, as it jarred his spine too much. Hugs tended to 
throw me off balance anyway. Tight handholds had become our way of hugging, of showing love and 
appreciation for each other. Right now, Mick's fingers were giving mine a super tight squeeze, our version of a 
bear hug. | heard him sniffling a little, and looked over at him. His other hand was cupping his face, trying to 
hold back more powerful cries. | squeezed his hand back to let him know that everything was okay, though 


inside | was hurting like crazy, and outside my leg was throbbing once more. 


"How.", Mick began, "How did you ever recover from that? How the fuck can you live on after you lost your 


leg AND your baby?" he asked. 


| had to smile, even though | was still very sad. | wondered to myself if | should tell my idol the story of how | 
became his biggest fan. Ultimately, | decided that it was now or never. | squeezed Mick's hand again, and 


continued my story with a sad grin on my face. 


"While my stump was healing, | had a lot of time to kill. As an apology present, my dad went to a pawn shop 
and found me a rundown Stratocaster complete with a case and an amp. | fucking loved that thing, and 


immediately learned how to play a few chords on it." 


"At the same time, my friend Patty told me that | absolutely HAD TO check out this new band. She brought 
her record player, and began to play an album that changed my life forever. It was my very first listening of 


a super small garage outfit known as Motley Crue." 

"No way.", Mick said. 

| nodded, and my mouth stretched into a smirk. 

"The very first time | heard Motley Crue, | was hooked. The first time, | heard you play, | was mesmerized. | 
soon bought my own copy of your debut album. Within a few months, my stump was healed. In those same 


months, | learned to play every song off that debut album. | played the songs until | forgot about the pain in 
my leg. | played them until | almost forgot that | was missing a leg, and could have a brand new baby to 


cuddle. | played them until | truly believed that music could set me free from any trap life gave me. Which it 
did" 


Mick turned to look at me, a shocked look on his face. 


"You really mean that? Did my music really do that much for you?", he asked, brushing away a couple of 


tears. 
| looked at him with the most honest and serious look I've ever given anyone. 


"Yes, Mick. Motley Crue's music, specifically your amazing guitar playing, literally saved my life during that 
time period. | was in a depression so deep it felt like | was trapped in a box of darkness | would never escape 
from. When | heard you play, it felt like the walls of that box came down and | was finally free. When | learned 


what you played, it felt like the walls of that box would never trap me ever again", | said. 
Mick hugged my hand so tight | thought | was going to lose circulation. 


| can't believe this. You went through such trauma and lived! Then by some really crazy fucking odds, you 
used my music as a coping mechanism for all the things you lost. Now you are my makeup artist and my 
girlfriend. More than that though, you make me so happy, Sophie. | was in my own deep dark depression. | didn't 
want to look at or talk to anyone, and | spent most days being sad and lonely. That is, until you came along. | 
got used to your visits and got to the point where | was looking forward to them. When you visited, even 
though you were hired to help me, | felt human for once. You saw through my grumpy, crippled exterior and 
saw a lonely human being. You are far more than my makeup artist. You are my girlfriend, my therapist, my 


ray of sunshine, my.” 

He broke off momentarily before saying something that touched my heart. 

"You are my miracle Sophie. If you hadn't made it through that car accident, | never would have gotten to 
know you. | never would have gotten to know what an amazing person you are. Getting a chance to meet you 
has to be the biggest miracles I've ever known in my whole life", Mick said. 

| was genuinely touched. | felt myself tear up once more. Then | squeezed his hand as tightly as | could. 

"You are my miracle too, Mick | love you.", | said. 

"I love you too Sophie.", he said. 

There was a long moment where we just held each other's hand and didn't say a word. Then | remembered we 
were supposed to be listening for a phone call from Nikki. Reluctantly, | let go of Mick's hand and began to turn 


my wheelchair back towards the house. 


"We'd better get back inside. Nikki should be calling any second with news about Tommy.", | said 


Mick agreed, though he was just as reluctant as | was. We both respectively wheeled and hobbled our way 
back into the house. Just in time, too, because just as we made it into the living room, the phone rang. | 
rushed to pick it up, hoping it wasn't bad news. 

"Is he okay?", | blurted, before even knowing who was on the other end. 

There was a kind chuckle on the other end, one that could have only come from Nikki Sixx. 

"Yeah, Sophie. Tommy's fine. He wasn't in a coma, he was just passed out. The doctors are going to keep him 
over night though. He has a concussion, and his head needed about twelve stitches. Plus he had a blood alcohol 
level over twice the legal limit, so the doctors gave him medicine to sober up before shipping him out.", Nikki 
reported. 

‘| still cant believe you saved his life dude. It was pretty fucking cool to watch that", | said. 


There was another chuckle when | said that. 


"Yeah, when my friends and | started drinking and using heavily, | decided to take a CPR and rescue breathing 
course. I'm just surprised Tommy needed it before me at this point", Nikki joked. 


| had to laugh too, though | felt mean about it. 
"Well thanks for the update Nikki. Are you coming back to the camp tonight?" | asked. 


"Yeah, | got to pick up some clothes and some food for Tommy. | will be there in a half hour. I'm sure you too 


can get plenty of screwing in before | get there", Nikki joked. 

| wonder if he could feel me blush through the phone? 

"You're so funny, Nikki. | will see you soon", | replied 

"Okay, just leave a sock on the door so | know when to knock”, Nikki teased. 

"Goodbye, Nikki", | snapped. 

| wheeled over to where Mick was sitting. 

"Tommy's hanging in there. He's going to be okay! We have another miracle to celebrate tonight", | said. 
"That's great news!", Mick said, "But why were you laughing just now? What else did Nikki say?", he asked. 


| felt myself blush again 


"Nikki said he's coming to pick up some stuff for Tommy in a half hour. He then said we could get a lot of 


screwing done in a half hour", | said. 

It was Mick's turn to blush. 

"Typical Nikki, couldn't hang up the phone without a joke in there somewhere", Mick said. 
"So true, | said. 

But then | placed a hand on his thigh and squeezed it playfully. 
"If you'd like, we can try before Nikki comes home", | said. 
Mick had a pleasantly surprised look on his face. 

"You want to?", he asked. 

"| don't just want to. | want YOU. So bad", | insisted. 

Mick bent down and gave me a passionate kiss. 

"Let's do it then", he agreed. 


| replied with another passionate kiss. On the inside though, | was freaking out. | was going to do this! | was 


going to have sex with my hero Mick Mars! 


Sometimes miracles really do happen 


